ioo                THE SILENT ISLE

word : all this is utterly unknown to me; once
embarked upon a- book; I have neither hesitation
nor fear. To sit down to it, day after day, and to
write, is like sitting down to talk with one's nearest
friend^ where no concealment or diplomacy is neces-
sary, but where one can say exactly what comes
into the mind, with no fear of being misunderstood
I have not the smallest difficulty about expressing
exactly as I wish to express it, whatever is in my
mind. When I fail, it is because the thought itself
is incomplete; imperfect, obscure; yet as I -write,
weariness and dissatisfaction are unknown, I cannot
imagine how anyone can write a book without loving
the toil, such as it is. Probably that is because 1
am indolent or pleasure-loving. I do not see how
work of this kind can be done at all in a spirit of
heaviness. It may be a fine moral discipline to do
a dreaded thing heavily and faithfully ; but \vluit
hope is there of the work being tinged with delight ?
It is as though a tired man set out to make a butter-
fly out of cardboard and gum and powdered silks ;
it would be nothing when It was made, A book
must, before all things, have vigour; and vigour
cannot be germinated by ;i sense of duty; it oau
only spring from hope and confidence and desire.

But now, to-day, my darling has gone from me ;
he is jolting in some dusty van, or ho is propdlec!
through muddy streets in a, reel box on wheels;
or perhaps he is already in the factory among the
rattle of type and the throb of the printing-press,
I feel like a father whose hoy has gone to school,
and who sits wondering how the child may ht*